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Nothing the third.    Nothing will come of nothing, says
King Lear, and your humble servant,

HOE. WALPOLE.

2745.   To THE EABL OF STRAITOBD.

Strawberry Hill, Aug. 12, 1790.

I MUST not pretend any longer, my dear Lord, that this
region is void of news and diversions. Oh, we can in-
novate as well as neighbouring nations. If an Earl
Stanhope, though he cannot be a tribune, is ambitious of
being a plebeian, he may without a law be as vulgar as
heart can wish; and, though we have not a National
Assembly to lay the axe to the root of nobility, the peerage
have got a precedent for laying themselves in the kennel.
Last night the Earl of Barrymore was so humble as to
perform a buffoon-dance and act Scaramouch in a pantomime
at Eichmond for the benefit of Edwin, jun., the comedian:
and I, like an old fool, but calling myself a philosopher
that loves to study human nature in all its disguises, went
to see the performance.

Mr. Gray thinks that some Milton or some Cromwell
may be lost to the world under the garb of a ploughman.
Others may suppose that some excellent jack-pudding may
l|e hidden under red velvet and ermine. I cannot say that
by the experiment of last night the latter hypothesis has
"been demonstrated, any more than tlje inverse proposition
in Prance, where, though there seem to be many as bloody-
minded rascals as Cromwell, I can discover none of his
abilities. They have settled nothing like a constitution;
on the contrary, they seem to protract everything but
violence, as much as they can, in order to keep their louis
a day, which is more than two-thirds of the Assembly
perhaps ever saw in a nion^th. J., do not love legislatorserit him for a ready-
